Dark Hazard                                                  213
Chinese office staff bowed with sleek servility. On
the short walk to the bungalow Jordeyne answered
the newcomer's platitudes with subconscious
exactness. He found himself agreeing that the
monsoon was overdue and that the weather had
been uncommonly sticky of late. Then he heard
the other say------
"I reckon you're delighted to get away. How
have you managed to keep sane in this spot ? "
"Oh, there's the office routine," mumbled
Jordeyne. "As a matter of fact, I've grown to
like the island. I've been here twenty years, you
know."
Bernardine was laughing.
"You've got stamina," he chuckled. "A year
of this will drive me crazy."
At tiffin Jordeyne let himself listen lethargically
to his successor's loquaciousness. With increasing
contact, he realised that his predisposed dislike of
Bernardine was changing into an unnatural hatred.
This man, he guessed, would be a despot, a monu-
ment of whiskey-nurtured arrogance ruling the
village in the manner of a Central European
dictator. Pulo Kundo was lost on this type of
official, wasted on the 'desert air' of bovinity which
was Bernardine's chief characteristic.
"These Malay girls are pretty hot stuff," the
the husky voice was saying.
A gust of laughter followed the speech.
Jordeyne forced himself to smile at the senti-
ments.
"You're a bachelor ?" the other was asking.